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follow him. At first she dances gravely, intermingling
her beautiful arms; her soul suffers in her body, her
body suffers in its sheath, she breathes deeply, she
cannot close her eyelids, and her mouth is like a red
rose about to fall She strains voluptuously, she is free;
her body is all joyful, is overwhelmed by the splendour
of joy; it is as though she were caught in a profound and
serious laughter, With an immense energy life possesses
her, wrings from her cries that are as lamentable as those
of women at child-birth, cries that are drowned in the
thunder of innumerable hands, hands that seem to stretch
forth eagerly to touch life as it passes. Slowly she seems
to subside into herself, the undulations of her body grow
less and less violent; she seems to be weeping, she
seems about to fall, she is quite still: it is finished. In
a fierce frenzy, serious, grave, and passionate, the thunder
of applause, mingled with extraordinary and beautiful
cries, grows and dies away into silence in the shabby
room.
Just there it seems to me Seville is in her most charac-
teristic mood, finding in so trivial a thing as the dance
seems to us to be a means of expression for the most
profound simplicities of Nature; dancing being,indeed,
the only expression of life for which she cares, since it
sums up, as it were, all the rest in its symbolism, and
in its perfect marriage of matter and form shadows forth
in a mortal minute the whole activity of man,